ON  THE  DEATH  OF  MRS.  LYDIA  L.  FULLER. 


Dear  partner  of  my  life,  companion  of  my  bosom, 

Sharing  its  joys  and  sorrows — thou  art  gone  ! 

The  graceful  form,  the  cheerful  light  which  played 

Over  thy  countenance,  and  kindled  up 

Thy  dark,  expressive  eye,  did  but  denote 

The  beauty  of  the  soul  enshrined  within. 

Shall  the  sweet  accents  of  thy  melting  voice 

No  more  be  heard  ?    Shall  its  warm  welcome  greet 

My  ear  no  more  ?   Shall  we  no  longer  take 

Our  brief  excursion  in  the  dark  green  valea 

Which  He  without  our  city,  or  ascend 

The  summit  of  some  hill  which  overlooks 

The  spires  and  domes  in  the  blue  distance  rising, 

The  ocean  and  its  isles,  scenes  dear  to  both 

And  hallowed  by  the  memories  of  youth. 

O,  dear  and  valued  friend  1  how  much  is  lost 

In  losing  thee  !   Thy  love  for  me  was  strong 

As  woman's  can  be— deep,  and  all  unchanging 

Through  every  change  ;  unswerving  to  the  last. 

How  sad  it  was  to  watch  thy  slow  decay  ! 
To  see  the  stern  destroyer  slowly  poison 
The  fountains  of  thy  life.   IIow  oft  a  brief, 
Slight  respite  was  afforded  to  thy  pain, 
Waking  a  momentary  hope  of  health, 
But  ev«r  followed  by  severer  paugs, 
And  bitterer  disappointments.   Sad  to  see 


That  slight,  frail  form  thus  wrestling  with  disease, 
A  hopeless  struggle  ;  anguish  and  despair 
Watching  around  thee,  as  thy  feeble  steps 
Went  down  the  shadowy  valley  ;  and  the  grave- 
Became  at  last  a  refuge  and  a  joy- 
Yet  not  at  first  it  seemed  so.    For  a  time 
The  ties  of  human  life  seemed  strong,  and  dark 
And  fearful  seemed  the  Jordan  in  thy  way. 
But  lie  who  nurabereih  the  mourner's  tears 
Placed  under  thee  his  everlasting  arms. 
Methinks  I  hear  thy  last  and  dear  "  Farewell  ! 
Dear  husband,  daughter,  mother,  one  embraccj 
The  last,  for  .lesus  calls  me  to  his  home- 
This  little  Siding  earth  grows  small  and  dim, 
And  Heaven  is  all !  "    We  may  not  follow  iheo 
To  the  bright  regions  of  the  pure  and  blessed. 
Yet  we  may  Ttincy  how  the  glory  burst 
Upon  thy  sight!  what  holy  songs  saluted 
Thy  unsealed  ear,  the  biiss  reserved  for  those 
Who  love  the  name  of  their  Redeemer  here, 
Which  eye  hath  never  seen,  nor  mortal  ear 
Heard,  nor  the  heart  of  living  man  conceived. 
Tlxrough  tribulation  great  hast  thou  attained 
The  Christian's  rest there  will  I  leave  thee,  till 
Thy  dust  shall  wake  at  the  arch-angel's  trump 
From  the  dim  shades  of  Auburn,  and  enclose 
In  beauty  and  in  light  the  soul  once  more. 
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